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my	 studio	 mates,	 Bri	 Ozanne,	 Adam	 Meistrell,	 Micheal	 Stumbras,	 Jodie	 Masterman,	 Grace	

































































































and	 yet	 to	 still	 trace	my	 own	 path	 forward;	 they	 are	 about	making	 connections	 and	missing	
connections.	 	 Through	 these	 pots	 I	 ask	 questions	 of	 myself	 and	 the	 world	 around	me	 in	 an	
attempt	to	negotiate	the	edges	of	my	life.	How	do	I	feel	connected	and	present	in	my	own	life	


















understand	 identity.	Gathering	space,	battleground,	pulpit,	and	stage,	 it	 serves	as	a	 threshold	
for	the	happenings	of	life.		
	
As	 a	maker	 of	 functional	 objects,	my	 goal	 is	 to	make	pots	 that	 are	 at	 home	 in	many	homes.	
While	 it	 is	 important	 to	me	that	 these	objects	 function	 fully	and	beautifully,	 I	do	not	want	 to	













grandmother	 in	 the	 final	 stages	 of	 dementia,	 and	 my	 grandfather,	 while	 still	 cogent,	 was	
increasingly	forgetful.	Through	reading	these	letters,	I	was	able	to	understand	and	feel	close	to	
two	people	who	were	no	longer	mentally	present	in	my	life	in	the	way	that	I	had	always	known	
them.	 The	 small	 details	 of	 these	 letters	 revealed	 so	much.	 That	my	grandfather’s	 big,	 rugged	
hands	had	written	that	beautiful,	sensitive,	and	emotive	script	was	astounding	to	me.	He	was	
clearly	a	 little	 ill	at	ease	 in	writing	that	first	 letter,	and	so	calmed	his	nerves	by	describing	the	








These	 letters	 resonate	 with	 me	 in	 several	 different	 ways.	 First	 and	 foremost,	 they	 are	 a	
connection	 to	 two	 people	 I	 love,	 but	who	 are	 no	 longer	 present	 in	my	 physical	world	 or	 life	
(married	for	over	50	years,	my	grandparents	died	within	just	a	few	months	of	each	other	in	the	




them	 in	 a	 less	 ephemeral	way	 than	 aged	 paper.	 In	my	 search	 for	 belonging	 and	 desire	 for	 a	
family	 of	my	own,	 these	 letters	 remind	me	 that	 this	 search	 is	worthwhile—lonely	 and	weary	
hearts	do	find	homes.		
	
This	 journey	 and	 sense	 of	 connection	 with	 my	 paternal	 grandparent’s	 letters	 led	 me	 to	 an	
interest	in	the	handwriting	of	some	of	my	other	ancestors	and	family	members,	specifically	the	




records	of	the	banal	aspects	of	daily	 life	can	be	a	treasure	trove	of	 information	 if	you	will	but	
take	 the	 time	 to	 pay	 attention:	 for	 instance,	my	maternal	 grandmother’s	 recipe	 for	 oatmeal	
cookies—the	 card	 is	 worn	 around	 the	 edges	 and	 bent	 in	 spots,	 suggesting	 that	 it	 was	 used	
frequently	(I	can	attest	to	the	fact	that	oatmeal	cookies	were	a	regular	feature	in	the	cookie	tin).	
The	 fact	 that	 there	 are	 no	 instructions,	 other	 than	 temperature	 and	 baking	 time,	 further	
reinforces	 that	 it	was	 a	 familiar	 recipe,	 as	well	 as	 the	 notion	 that	 the	writer	was	 a	 seasoned	





Image	 1.	 Scan	 of	 oatmeal	 Cookie	 recipe	 card,	 written	 by	 Alicea	 Robinson,	 artist’s	 maternal	
grandmother.		
	
All	 of	 this	 written	 ephemera	 is	 interesting	 to	 me,	 yet	 the	 letters	 offer	 a	 further	 layer	 to	
contemplate.	When	you	have	a	conversation	with	someone	via	posted	letters,	there	is	a	built-in	
pause,	 and	 time	 for	 reflection.	 You	write	 a	 letter	 and	 entrust	 it	 to	 the	postal	 system.	 It	 then	
exists	in	limbo,	where	it	has	been	relinquished	by	the	writer	but	not	yet	read	by	the	reader.	A	
no-man’s	 land	 where	 anything	 could	 happen,	 and	 any	 response	 is	 possible.	 Living	 in	 an	 age	





I	 have	 been	 using	 elements	 of	 this	 text	 in	my	 own	 decorative	 process.	 Digitally	 scanning	 the	
letters,	 I	 then	pick	out	certain	words	which	 I	enlarge	and	subsequently	 laser	cut	 in	newsprint.	
Words	 are	 chosen	 sometimes	 for	 content	 (words	 such	 as	hope,	 you,	alone,	miss,	 and	 if)	 and	
sometimes	purely	based	on	what	is	formally	interesting	to	me.	The	newsprint	is	then	used	when	
decorating,	and	serves	both	as	a	stamp	and	a	resist	for	colour	and	white	slip.	The	text	elements	
become	a	central	visual	part	of	 the	 final	object,	and	serve	as	a	 formal	and	conceptual	anchor	
throughout	 the	body	of	work.	 The	 text	 elements	 further	become	a	place	of	 visual	 pause	 and	
clarity—tiny	 moments	 that	 hopefully	 allow	 the	 viewer	 or	 the	 user	 a	 moment	 to	 pause,	







Trace	means	many	different	 things	 to	me:	 it	 is	about	 the	 idea	of	both	connecting	 to	 the	past	







family,	 and	 you	 have	 no	 recourse	 to	 fantasies	 of	 being	 switched	 at	 birth.	 Not	when	 there	 is	
photographic	evidence	that	you	were	born	just	down	the	hall,	 in	your	parent’s	bed.	The	same	
bed	where	 you	 are	 read	 bedtime	 stories.	 The	 same	 bed	where	 you	 bring	 your	mother	 badly	












home,	 and	 the	 humble	 domestic	 spaces	 that	 entails.	 I	 would	 like	 them	 to	 be	 used,	 and/or	







To	be	honest,	 none	of	 this	 is	 running	 through	my	mind	 as	 I	work	 in	 the	 studio.	Mostly	 I	 just	
make	 things	and	delight	 in	doing	 so,	 and	 I	 am	compelled	 to	make	more	 things	by	 the	 thing	 I	








Ultimately	 there	 is	a	 satisfaction	 in	being	a	maker	 that	does	not	exist	anywhere	else.	Though	
clay	 is	my	material	of	choice,	others	will	do	 the	 trick.	Food,	 fabric,	words—to	be	able	 to	hold	
something	tangible	and	visceral	in	your	hands,	present	it	to	the	world	and	say	“I	made	this”	is	
rewarding	and	satisfying	in	such	a	complete	way.	To	make	something	that	is	of	you,	yet	exists	
independently	 from	 you	 is	 empowering.	 In	 particular,	 making	 something	 such	 as	 a	 ceramic	














sense	 of	 journey—both	 that	 the	 object	 has	 undertaken,	 and	 that	 the	 user	 experiences	when	















objects	do	not.	 This	 is	 rewarding.	 The	 leather-hard	 stage	 is	when	 I	 fall	 in	 love	with	 the	work,	
when	 the	pots	 feel	most	dear	 to	me	and	most	alive.	There	are	 times	when	 they	can	 take	my	
breath	 away	 with	 their	 beautiful	 vulnerability.	 There	 is	 a	 moment,	 usually	 just	 after	 I	 have	













I	 latched	onto	her	words	as	a	kind	of	permission	 for	me	to	not	 label	and	not	explain.	But	 the	
more	I	think	about	it	the	more	I	realize	that	is	not	really	what	she	is	saying.	I	think	that	she	is	
saying	that	she	does	not	want	to	hem	her	work	in	with	her	definition;	rather	she	wants	to	give	
the	work	the	 leeway	to	go	out	 into	the	world	and	create	something	on	 its	own,	to	be	what	 it	




ideas	 of	 what	 this	 might	 be.	 Looking	 at	 the	 same	 cup,	 you	 might	 think	 “milk”	 while	 I	 think	












far	my	 favourite	postcard	was	one	 from	a	young	girl	named	Justice,	who	had	travelled	 to	 the	












We	 see	 vessels	 and	 we	 think	 about	 what	 will	 fill	 them;	 we	 see	 a	 void	 and	 want	 to	 fill	 it.	











I	 want	 the	 objects	 that	 I	 make	 to	 have	 this	 same	 sense	 of	 already	 having	 lived	 life,	 already	
having	 a	 story	 when	 they	 go	 out	 into	 the	 world.	 I	 want	 them	 to	 feel	 warm,	 sturdy,	 and	
welcoming.	This	new	body	of	work	is	much	more	open	and	has	more	of	a	sense	of	volume	and	
of	containing	than	my	previous	work.	These	pots	hold	their	arms	out	to	the	world	in	a	way	that	I	







I	achieve	 this	by	building	up	 layers	of	 information	on	 the	work.	 I	 set	 the	stage	with	a	base	of	
texture	 on	 the	 clay,	 using	 stamps,	 textured	 rollers,	 and	 ribs,	 I	 impress	 the	 clay	 with	 layered	
marks	 and	 texture.	 I	 then	 start	 to	 layer	 colours,	 generally	 starting	 with	 a	 solid	 ground	 of	
coloured	 underglaze.	 At	 this	 point	 I	 then	 select	 a	 newsprint	 script	 cut-out	 (generated	 from	
enlarged	sections	 from	family	correspondence	and	ephemera).	This	 in	my	mind,	becomes	 the	
fulcrum	of	 the	 composition—when	 selecting	 it	 I	 think	 about	 appropriate	 line	weight	 and	 the	
negative	 space	 in	 the	 composition.	 I	 then	 cover	 the	 newsprint	 cut-out	 in	 underglaze	 (of	 a	
contrasting/complimentary	colour	to	the	ground	colour),	and	place	it	underglaze	side	down	on	
the	pot.	 The	underglaze	acts	 like	a	 glue,	 sticking	 it	 in	place.	 I	 “squeegee”	 it	 down	with	a	 soft	
plastic	 rib,	making	sure	 that	 the	edges	are	sealed.	 I	 then	outline	 the	cutout	 in	another	colour	
	 10	
(usually	 a	 darker	 or	 contrasting	 tone)	 and	 assess	 if	 the	 composition	 needs	 another	 element.	
Sometimes	I	will	add	another	small	 line	or	text	element	to	punctuate	the	composition,	and	or	
add	additional	pops	of	colour.	Increasingly,	I	have	been	leaving	these	as	layers	that	exist	solely	
under	 the	white	slip	and	therefore	are	slightly	obscured	and	 less	 immediately	evident.	Once	 I	
have	put	down	all	 the	desired	 layers,	 I	 then	brush	white	 semi-translucent	 slip	over	 the	piece,	
often	 intentionally	 leaving	 parts	 uncovered	 by	 the	 slip.	 This	 stage	 of	 decoration	 is	 the	most	
precarious	and	having	 the	 right	 consistency	of	 slip	 is	 crucial.	 Too	 thin	and	 it	 runs	all	over	 the	
place	and	reveals	too	much	of	the	layers	underneath,	resulting	in	a	pot	that	has	no	point	of	rest	
in	 it.	 Too	 thick	 and	 the	 brush	 marks	 are	 goby	 and	 clumsy	 looking	 and	 too	 much	 of	 the	
underpainting	is	obscured,	resulting	in	a	piece	that	reveals	little	to	the	user	and	feels	cold	and	
impersonal.	Once	the	slip	has	dried	a	little,	I	then	peel	away	the	newsprint	resist,	which	creates	




Image	 6.	 In-process	 detail	 of	 newspaper	 resist	 being	 peeled	 away,	 and	 the	 final	 composition	
being	revealed.	
	
Colour	 is	 an	 integral	 part	 of	 this	 equation.	 It	 is	 a	 powerful	 medium	 through	 which	 to	
communicate.	Colour	can	energize	and	excite,	calm	and	soothe;	 it	can	fill	you	with	 longing,	or	
give	 you	 hope.	 Colour	 conveys	 so	much	without	 resorting	 to	words.	 The	 dark	 blue	 and	 pale	
green	colour	scheme	of	one	vessel	makes	me	feel	mournful	and	contemplative,	while	the	red	
and	orange	of	another	lights	a	fire	in	my	belly,	and	makes	me	want	to	love	someone.	The	yellow	
on	 the	other	hand	makes	me	slightly	uneasy—as	an	accent	colour	 it	 can	be	cheerful,	but	 too	


























Previously	 I	 experimented	 with	 a	 range	 of	 different	 clays:	 off	 white	 stoneware,	 bright-white	
porcelain	that	I	mixed	from	a	super-white	kaolin	from	New	Zealand,	brightly	coloured	blue,	pink	
and	 yellow	 porcelain,	 and	 a	 red/orange	 stoneware.	 Through	 these	 experimentations	 I	
established	 that	 it	 was	 important	 to	 me	 that	 the	 clay	 body	 have	 a	 distinct	 colour—a	major	
player	 in	 the	 conversation	 with	 a	 voice	 of	 its	 own.	 I	 do	 not	 want	 a	 neutral;	 rather	 I	 want	
something	 that	will	 add	 to	 the	 conversation—a	major	 character	 in	 the	 dialogue,	 rather	 than	
merely	part	of	 the	chorus.	The	clay	that	 I	now	use	 fires	 to	a	dense,	smooth,	chocolate	brown	
colour;	 it	 is	an	 interesting	colour	 in	that	 it	can	feel	both	warm	and	cool.	Previous	clays	 I	have	
used	served	as	canvases/backgrounds	 for	 the	other	decorative	work	 I	would	do	on	 the	piece,	
whereas	 this	 clay	 is	 an	 important	 partner	 in	 the	 final	 equation.	 Visually	 it	 provides	 a	
counterpoint	to	the	colours	and	activity	elsewhere	on	the	pot.	My	choice	to	leave	large	sections	





visiting	 artist,	 David	 Eichelberger.	During	 one	of	 his	 demonstrations,	 he	 talked	 about	 how	he	
preferred	 the	 pace	 of	 hand-building	 over	 wheel-throwing	 in	 ceramics;	 that	 although	 hand-
building	 took	 longer	 (he	 might	 spend	 an	 hour	 working	 on	 a	 single	 mug),	 ultimately	 he	 was	
happier	with	each	individual	object.	Listening	to	someone	else	talk	about	process	in	this	manner	






















built	 work.	 The	 forms	 are	 mostly	 round	 and	 symmetrical,	 the	 pots	 have	 a	 foot	 that	 looks	
trimmed,	 and	 there	 is	 also	 a	 softness	 to	 some	 of	 the	 attachments	 and	 mark	 making	 that	
suggests	the	wetness	of	wheel-thrown	clay.	As	a	tool,	 the	potter’s	wheel	does	symmetry	very	
well,	and	my	years	of	working	with	this	tool	have	given	me	a	love	of	symmetrical	objects.	I	enjoy	
objects	 that	 feel	 complete	 and	 reference	 back	 to	 themselves—objects	 that	 allow	 you	 to	 stay	
within	their	borders.	When	making	non-round	forms,	such	as	the	oblong	plates	and	the	pillow	









Making	 functional	 pots	 is	 all	 about	 noticing:	 noticing	 the	material,	 noticing	 the	 process,	 and	
noticing	 the	 user.	 It	 is	 about	 noticing	 the	 moments	 and	 creating	 moments	 to	 notice.	 It	 is	
impossible	 to	 discuss	 utility	 without	 acknowledging	 need.	 Hand-in-hand	 with	 need	 is	 want,	





However,	 making	 functional	 pots	 is	 about	 thoughtfulness;	 it	 is	 about	 thinking	 ahead,	 about	







bridge	 from	 the	 corporeal	 to	 the	 beautifully	 mundane,	 conductors	 and	 facilitators	 of	 our	







As	an	artist,	 I	 am	visually	drawn	 to	 the	 spaces	between	 things	as	much	as	 I	 am	 to	 the	actual	
objects	 themselves.	 Technically	 speaking,	 I	 suppose	 it	 is	 both	 the	 spaces	 between,	 and	 the	
edges	 that	 help	 define	 those	 spaces:	 the	 space	where	 orange	 becomes	 red,	 the	 place	where	
glaze	meets	bare	clay,	the	edge	of	a	handle	and	the	end	of	the	pot.	The	edge	of	a	thing	holds	so	
much	 information	 about	 how	 that	 object	 relates	 to	 the	 world.	 Edges	 are	 generally	 decisive	
places—a	moment	where	an	object	communicates	how	it	wants	to	meet	the	world.		Edges	are	
how	we	understand	 the	boundaries	of	our	world	and	 the	objects	 that	 comprise	 it.	 Edges	 can	
hem	us	in	and	contain	us,	in	ways	that	are	both	comforting	and	suffocating.	To	me	these	liminal	
spaces	embody	physically	and	visually	the	idea	of	what	it	means	to	fit	in	the	world,	or	in	other	
words,	 what	 it	means	 to	 belong.	Most	 of	 the	 objects	 that	 I	make	 exist	 as	 vehicles	 for	 these	















It	was	 important	to	me	that	 I	 install	my	thesis	work	 in	a	way	that	allowed	the	work	to	have	a	
conversation,	 but	 also	 allowed	 the	 pots	 room	 to	 be	 themselves.	 I	 did	 not	 want	 to	 create	 a	
simulated	“home”	in	the	gallery;	however	neither	did	I	want	the	objects	to	exist	in	a	completely	
neutral	space	devoid	of	any	personality	or	feeling.	I	wanted	to	create	a	space	that	nodded	to	the	
warmth	 of	 home,	 but	 was	 not	 restrictive	 about	 what	 that	 looked	 like—I	 did	 not	 want	 to	
pigeonhole	the	pots	in	people’s	minds	by	how	I	displayed	them.		
	
Display	 surfaces	were	ultimately	 the	key	 to	 the	 success	of	 this.	 I	 knew	 that	 I	wanted	a	warm	































The	pots	 that	 I	make	 ask	 to	 be	noticed	 and	 examined,	 and	 they	 ask	 that	 you	notice	me,	 the	



























and	Art	History.	 Before	pursuing	her	 graduate	 studies,	Naomi	 sought	out	 and	explored	many	
different	experiences	as	a	craftsperson:	working	as	an	apprentice	to	several	studio	potters,	as	






an	 artist	 in	 residence,	 taught	 classes,	 and	 assisted	 at	 workshops	 throughout	 the	 U.S.	 and	
Canada.	She	 is	the	recipient	of	numerous	awards	and	scholarships,	and	was	recently	named	a	
2017	Emerging	Artist	by	Ceramics	Monthly	magazine.		
	
